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"Stone, call me as soon as you get this message. Seriously, its urgent!" 


Stone looked a little surprised at the abrupt message Jerry left on his voicemail; usually his lover sounded 
much more relaxed, not to mention, usually indicated what he wanted to talk about. Stone thought that maybe 


something really was wrong, so he called back immediately. 


"Thank God you got my message," Jerry said. "Stone, | think someone's found out about us! | didn't think anyone 
knew that we're anything but housemates." 


"What?" Stone asked, a little shocked. "How do you know?" 


"Stories... there's stories out on the internet," Jerry said. "A couple of the studio techs showed them to me - 
and then one told me you were lucky to have me, and | should call him if we ever break up! They all started 
laughing at that and | don't think | said anything too stupid-sounding, but | totally wasn't expecting to hear that, 


and | was looking at the stories, and my God, some of them are so accurate it's scary!" 


Stone breathed a sigh of relief. He was reasonably certain that he knew what Jerry had just been shown. 
"Deep breaths, Jerry," he said, keeping his tone soothing. "I'm pretty damn sure those techs were just giving 
you a rashing, teasing you about me because of the stuff they showed you. They don't actually know we're 
really together." 


"But then, the stories?" Jerry still sounded upset. 
"ts not on MSN or Entertainment Tonight or even something like Blabbermouth dot net, is it?" Stone asked. 
"No," Jerry said. "It wasn't a site | recognized" 


"I'm pretty sure that you just got shown fanfiction," Stone said. "Why don't you come home now if you're not 
too busy? We'll order a pizza or Chinese or something and I'll show you all kinds of crazy shit. You'll die 


laughing at some of it, | promise." 


"Yeah, okay. | don't have anything left to do tonight that can't wait a week or more. I'm gonna email you the 
URL that they showed me before | leave, so you can see exactly what I'm talking about, though," Jerry said. 
"And I'll be home in about half an hour." He paused, then added, "Well, maybe forty-five minutes, depending on 
traffic. And order Chinese? I'm already getting hungry, now that I'm not freaking out anymore." 


Stone laughed. "Yeah, I'll order Chinese. What do you want?" 
‘Mmm.." Jerry considered for a moment. "Pork lo mein, crab rangoon, and vegetable egg rolls, please?" 


Stone grabbed a pen and jotted that down. "Okay, love, and I'll see you soon. With luck, the food will arrive right 
after you do." 


Jerry smiled. "See you in a bit," he said before disconnecting. 


Humming to himself, Stone got online and ordered their food, then checked his email for whatever Jerry sent 
him. He snickered to himself when he saw which fanfic site it was, as he was quite familiar with it, and opened 
a few different stories from it in new tabs, figuring he'd show them to Jerry as examples of what was out 


there. 


Jerry and the food arrived at the same time, and they retreated to the cozy den at the back of the house 
with the bags of dinner after tipping the delivery driver. Stone leaned over to steal a kiss as Jerry pulled the 


various food containers from the bags. “Traffic not too terrible, | hope?" he asked. 
"Not as bad as it could be," Jerry said, smiling and stealing that kiss right back "Did you get my email?" 


"Yeah, and it's a fanfic site all right," Stone said. "I'm familiar with it, in fact. So you can relax, we haven't been 


outed." 


They'd talked about coming out a few times over the years, but never actually went through with it, having 
both witnessed the resurgence of homophobia surrounding the advent of AIDS during their high school years, 
they weren't sure they wanted to risk making targets of themselves or their bands. Neither of them wanted 


to chance some anti-gay nutjob showing up at a concert with an AR-I5 and hosing down the stage. That, and 
they both knew it would bring a media circus down on their heads, given their bands' fame. 


When they'd first moved in together all those years ago, they'd used the excuse that they wanted to save 
money just in case their bands turned out to be one-album wonders and since neither of them were married, 
it just made sense to share a place. Over time, as everyone got into relationships, the others got used to 
them being the ‘bachelor uncles' of their respective bands and never really gave their living situation much 


thought because it had "always" been that way. 
"Fanfic site?" Jerry asked through a mouthful of noodles. "What in the hell is a fanfic site?" 


Stone grinned. "Fanfic, short for fan fiction - amateurs write stories based on something they're a fan of. The 
vast majority is related to books, movies, and TV shows. | haven't exactly studied the history of it, but | guess 
it got really started with Star Trek fanzines back in the 60s and early 10s. And for whatever reason, the 
people writing the stories for these fanzines tended to pair up characters that never got paired up in the 
show, although | would guess that the earliest stories were either of the adventure or fluffy romance variety 
and didn't get quite as pornographic back then. Or maybe they did, and | just failed to find old copies of 
whatever fanzines ran the porn stories. Now, of course, people writing for whatever fandom just post it to the 
internet. Harry Potter's been pretty popular for years, but I've seen everything from M*A*S*H* to Phantom 
of the Opera" 


Jerry laughed and nodded. "Okay, | think | get the concept. But we're not fictional." 


"No, but we're in bands, so we might as well be," Stone said with a chuckle. "There's a subset of fan fiction 
known as RPF - Real People Fiction - in which the writers write stories about famous real people, actors and 
musicians. Pick a band, then pick one member from that band, and | can probably find at least one story about 


them. Pick a band that's popular with the writers, | can probably find hundreds." 


"Seriously?" Jerry asked. "And you say a lot of these stories are pornographic? Like fantasies written out by 
groupies who didn't get the opportunity to fuck their favorite band member or something? But then, why 


would anyone have written stories about us?" 


Stone laughed. "Well, some of the stories are wishful-thinking self-inserts from the writers, sure. But a lot of 
them, maybe even the majority of them, are what's known as slash - same sex pairings. My guess is that's 
because a majority of the slash writers are women. I've seen actual studies about why women like explicit 
romance novels better, while men prefer watching porn films.. eh, that part doesn't really matter. But you 
know how back in the day, about half the porn tapes on the bus, at least on Pearl Jam's bus, were lesbian 
porn? Eddie always said it was twice the hotness in one bed. So my guess is that the women who write slash 
fanfic feel the same way - Guy A is hot, Guy Bis hot, so put them together for twice the hotness in one 
bed" He smirked and added, "I'm not quite sure what they see in me, mind, but | have to agree that you're 
awfully damn hot." 


"Asshole," Jerry said affectionately, even as he blushed. "You've always been hot. Okay, so, show me some of 
these other stories, just so | have a clue in case someone else wants to try to prank me into thinking they're 
showing me a gossip site and not a fiction site. What bands are popular with the people who write this stuff 


anyway?" 


"Metallica tops the list," Stone said. "Bon Jovi, Def Leppard, lron Maiden, Motley Crue, Megadeth, Foo Fighters, 
Led Zeppelin, The Who, Guns N Roses, Pink Floyd, and The Beatles are all popular ones, at least of the more 


mainstream bands. And yes, Pearl Jam and Alice In Chains are also fairly popular." 


‘Metallica, huh?" Jerry chuckled. "| can at least see Crue and GNR - God knows those bastards would do 


anything and anyone, as long someone dared them to do it.” 


Stone grinned. "Yeah. Amusingly enough given what a homophobic prick Dave Mustaine turned into since he 
found religion, there's a shit-ton of stories of him and James Hetfield as a couple - or of him systematically 
fucking his way through Metallica's lineup as some sort of revenge for them chucking him out back when 
Crue and GNR stories tend to run towards BDSM or else whichever pair falling in love while helping each other 


through some sort of hard times, rehab, whatever." 


"Oh, let me guess, Bon Jovi and Def Leppard get the Hallmark movie type romances, right?" Jerry asked. "| can 
totally see Jon with whoever, walking a dog through the gently falling snow towards a farmhouse with a big- 
ass Christmas wreath on the front door and candles in the windows, and pausing to kiss under the damn 
mistletoe." 


"Jesus, Jer," Stone cracked up. "If you hadn't been so shocked by this shit, I'd suspect you of writing somel 
Maybe you should try it" 


"Maybe | will," Jerry laughed, stealing a kiss. "Let's see some of these stories. Maybe I'll get some ideas for 
one of my own.. or at least some ideas for what | can do to you, or have you do to me." He gathered up their 
empty food cartons and tossed them into the trash. 

Stone grabbed his laptop and the two snuggled together in front of it, reading through several stories, 
alternately laughing and smooching. Hands eventually started wandering, and soon the computer sat forgotten 


while clothes met the floor and the sounds of lovemaking filled the air. 


Cuddled together afterwards, his fingers tracing random patterns over Jerry's shoulders, Stone said, "| do have 


a confession to make. That one story that you were so worried about earlier? | wrote it." 
Jerry sighed. "| should be pissed off." 
"Yeah, probably," Stone agreed. "But are you?" 


"| guess not," Jerry said. He paused, then grinned and added, "But I'm writing the next one with youl" 


